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am now going to ask it seriously in an affair, in which, I am
sure, we wiH both take as much pleasure. Ib is this : I have
as many songs beside me, which are certainly the worst of my
productions, as will make about one hundred pages close printed,
and about two hundred, printed as the Minstrelsy is. Now,
although I will not proceed without your consent and advice,
yet I would have you to understand that I expect it, and have
the scheme much at heart at present. The first thing that
suggested it, was their extraordinary repute in Ettrick and its
neighborhood, and being everlastingly plagued with writing
copies, and promising scores which I never meant to perform.
As my last pamphlet was never known, save to a few friends,
I wish your advice what pieces of it are worth preserving. The
Pastoral I am resolved to insert, as I am Sandy Tod. As
to my manuscripts, they are endless ; and as I doubt you will
disapprove of publishing them wholesale, and letting the good
help off the bad, I think you must trust to my discretion in the
selection of a few. I wish likewise to know if you think a
graven image on the first leaf is any recommendation; and if
we might front the songs with a letter to you, giving an impar-
tial account of my manner of life and education, and, which if
you pleased to transcribe, putting He for I. Again, there is no
publishing a book without a patron, and I have one or two in
my eye, and of which I will, with my wonted assurance to you,
give you the most free choice. The first is Walter Scott, Esq.,
Advocate, Sheriff-depute of Ettrick Forest, which, if permitted,
I will address you in a dedication singular enough. The next
is Lady Dalkeith, which, if you approved of, you must become
the Editor yourself; and I shall give you my word for it, that
neither word nor sentiment in it shall offend the most delicate
ear. You will not be in the least jealous, if, alongst with my
services to you, I present my kindest compliments to the sweet
little lady whom you call Charlotte. As for Camp and Walter
(I beg pardon for this preeminence), they will not mind them
if I should exhaust my eloquence in compliments. Believe me,
Dear Walter, your most devoted servant,

JAMES HOGG.

The reader will, I doubt not, be particularly amused
with one of the suggestions in this letter; namely, thatarrow.'"
